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Things To Do Today 


Lecture: Robert Pack, "The Idea in the Mirror: Little Theatre 
Reflections on the Self" 

Lecture: Nancy Willard, "How Poetry Came Into the Little Theatre 
World and Why God Doesn't Write It" 

Reading: Joyce Johnson Little Theatre 

Wyatt Prunty 
Lawn Party West Lawn 
Reading: Nicholas Delbanco Little Theatre 


Wake Up Your Spirits With Spirits 
By the time Bread Loaf's Daily is up to announcing the first party, several have come 


and gone. But come anyway to a Lawn (not Yawn) Party this afternoon at 5:30 on the West 
Lawn: on the Ripton side of the Inn--watch for where the sun looks likely to set. Let 
the Social Staff mix up their spirits to help you in the social mix and to awaken you to 
the promise of Bread Loaf. If you haven't met everyone else already, this is the time 
and place to do it. 


The Eyes Open to a Cry of Bullies 
Don't let us bully you, but: the Bread Loaf Madrigalists are the people who every year 


complete our complement of Wine, Men and Women, and... This summer's Chief Songster, 
Tim Taylor, announces the group's first meeting this afternoon at 3:30 in the Barn. If 
you can carry a tune, even if only in your head, come and find something to sing about. 


Quick! Pick Me Up! 

Scott Wales, our bright-eyed taxi driver and newspaper repairman, reports that copies of 
The New York Times may be picked up at the Front Desk by those who prepaid their orders. 
Everyone else who sent in an order should pay as soon as possible. Scott also points 
out that "Official" Bread Loaf Stationary is available for sale at the Front Desk. Just 
ask. 


Got-up on the Wrong Side of the Spread 
The Office Staffers announce that due to circumstances beyond their control the green 


"Schedule of Events" was printed with Donald Justice's lecture and the Panel on Little 
Magazines on the wrong respective sides of lunch, next Wednesday, August 20. The panel 
will be at 10:40 and the lecture at 2:00. 


When the Crumb Goes to Bed 

is usually when you all get up. But the Crumb will accept submissions until 8:15pm each 
day for the following day's issue. Submissions may be left in the box outside the 
Office or the one outside the Crumb Office in the Library before it closes at 5:00. 


The Staff Gets Up Before You 
And on Thursday and Friday nights the Writers’ Conference Staff members will get up 


before your eyes to read from their works, following the 8:15 readings, in Barn West, 
the Basement Classroom. Come hear them: they must be good to work this hard. 


Open Your Ears i 

Bread Loaf is a place for talking; but also for listening Amazing things can be heard 
and overheard here if your ears are sharp. And at Bread Loaf, as anywhere, the best part 
of overhearing a good line or a juicy exchange is retelling it. So don't keep it to 
yourself: write it down and drop it in the Crumb box. The more you give, the more you get. 





Getting Up Here 


Among the many stories of all our arrivals, these came to the particular attention of 
the Crumb: p 

Marsha Belford reports that she shopped her way up to Bread Loaf from Long Island, 
buying along the way: tea for a friend, pyrex with -her aunt, real.wool for sweaters 
("I don't care what you say, acrylic just doesn't make a sweater"), and 20-some pints 
of maple syrup at various stops (grade A dark amber). It all came to a climax when, 
as she says, "I shopped my brains out in Hanover." Has anyone told her about the Bread 
Loaf Bookstore? Get there yourself before she hears about it! 

Ben Reynolds drove through Virginville, PA, on his way here, but since his fiancee 
Andie was with him he didn't appreciate it properly. 

Jay Parini reports a "Hair-raising twenty minutes" on his drive up. from Middlebury. 

Pete Link and Nina Godwin met on their shared ride from Georgia. Nina brought a supply 
of wine from her restaurant, but neither of them had a corkscrew. They made it as far as 
a traffic jam outside Marlborough (stopping at a Chinese diner on the way--'They had 
eggrolls this big! I swear to God it was bizarre!"--and paying $7.75 worth of tolls in 
New Jersey) where there was a kid selling cold beers on the highway. They finally found 
a corkscrew in time for lunch today and ate, or rather drank, on the road. 

Tom Swiss rented a car in Burlington and in his eagerness to get to Bread Loaf drove 
thirty miles in the wrong direction. 

Diann Shoaf is so happy to get away from the 102 degree weather in Nashville that she 
has forgotten all about her trip. : 


He Rounds His Life With a 
Little Bread Loaf 


a Donty KNOW WHERE Congratulations and welcome. to 


Norton Girault who is now begin- 


SHE'S FRoM. I aust ning his tenth summer at Bread 
KK Now SHE WRITES Loaf! A celebratory cartoon by 


MADRIGALS K our long-standing Loafer appears 
at the left. See what you have 


to look forward to, if not fame 
and fortune also? 
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Things in a To-do Today 


Lecture: Ron Powers : Little Theatre 
Lecture: Linda Pastan Little Theatre 
Guest Speaker: Joyce Carol Oates Little Theatre 
Discussion Groups See Posted Lists 
Reading: Deborah Digges Little Theatre 
Philip Graham 
Tom Swiss 
Reading: Nancy Willard Little Theatre 
Reading: Administrative Staff Classroom A 
Movie: Adam's Rib Barn 


Hear Her ProNouns Perfectly 


Joyce Carol Oates has joined us on the Mountain for a day and will speak at 11:20 in the 
Little Theatre. As she is known for her work in both prose and poetry, this talk promises 
to be of interest to the entire community. 


Discussion Groups 


Discussion Groups will meet today at 2:00 for approximately an hour and a half. Each group 
will be lead by a Staff and an Associate Staff member, in conjunction with a Fellow. See 
the lists which will be posted on the bulletin board by the Office around lunchtime for 

the name of your reader and the locations of his or her (and your) discussion group. Come 
toss the discus: come talk. 


Hear Today, Gone to Morrow 

Jim Landis, Publisher and Editor-in-Chief of Beech Tree Books, a new line of books produced 
by William Morrow and Company, will meet with Conferees this afternoon at 5:15 to talk 
about editing and to answer questions. The meeting will be in Classroom A under the West 
side of the Barn (remember where the sun set yesterday). Don't neglect to take advantage 
of this opportunity. 


Why Prate of Self-reliance? 

Literary Agents John Pickering and Betsy Davidson of Pickering Associates, Incorporated, 
will speak tomorrow in the Little Theatre on the topic of literary agents in general and 
their own work in particular. Since Pickering Associates are interested in not-yet- 
published clients as well as established writers, this event should be of special interest 
to many of us. 


Utter Barnality 


The Administrative Staff will read from its (their?) work tomorrow night in Classroom A 
(around the West side of the Barn again). Featured foamenters will be: Carl Stach, Andie 
Yellot, Diann Shoaf, Isabeall Logan, Chris Merrill, Beth Weatherby, and Woody Woodsum. 
Come see Bread Loaf's underpinnings unpin, unlace, and unleash: so this is how the 
Conference works! 


Carrespondence 


Front Desk Managers Joan (46-4n) and Robert (bob) Handy remind all conferees that cars 
should be parked in the parking lot by the Barn or not at all. Please do not leave cars 
unattended in front of the Inn: the Conference Van must frequently stop there, as must 
other official vehicles, and indiscriminate parkers block their way. And while they're 
at it, Bob and Joan would like to remind everyone to check their mailboxes FREQUENTLY: 
this is often their only way of getting urgent messages to you. 





Expressed to You 


Though water naturally flows downhill, twice a year Bread Loaf's infamous Social Staff 

make spirits flow up the mountain. This afternoon, from 1:30 to 2:00 only in the Blue 
Parlor, our scintillating socialites will take pre-paid orders for wine and other alcoholic 
beverages which they will descend from this Parnassus to purchase in Middlebury. Your 
spirits may then be picked up, again in the Blue Parlor, after dinner. 


How Do You Stach Up in the Confer-ence? 


Blue Argo and Betsy Sachs, our liberal librarians, announce the beginning of a new Bread 
Loaf pastime: the Library Light Up Your Literary Life Contest. Here's how it works. Each 
day the Crumb will print a clue to the library book in which a Lucky Bookmark will be con- 
cealed. The first person to uncover the bookmark and hand it in to one of our two waiting 
librarians wins a FABULOUS PRIZE! Each day's winner, along with the identity of the 
FABULOUS PRIZE!, will be announced at dinmer by Carl "Meet Me in the Stacks" Stach. "This 
is quiet the competition," says frequent library-goer Suzanne Wise-Thorn. Previous winners 
include Donald Justice, who was given a flush in last summer's poker tournament as his 
prize. So, with this testamony and without further ado, today's clue is: What character 
shook his head and said, "My advice to you, my violent friend, is to seek out gold and sit 
Om Ltr? 


CommuniKate 

Tonight's movie, at 9:30 in the Barn, will be Adam's Rib, starring Spencer Tracy and 
Katherine Hepburn. Says Crumb movie critic Bob "Give Me A" Handy: "This Story © a 
husband and wife law team who find themselves on opposite sides of a case is a five-star 
comedy." 


Shop Talk 
Front Desker and Madrigal Leader Tim Taylor has photographs of Bread Loaf for sale at the 


Front Desk. Three samples of these large format photographs are on display outside the 
Dining Hall. All prints are produced using archival quality materials. Ask Tim for other 
samples and information on ordering and prices. 


Listen Up Good 
OVERSEEN at Mr Ups: Wyatt Prunty writing at his table with crayons. Asked about this 


unusual compositional process, he said, "When I am really inspired I use fingerpaint." 
OVERHEARD in the Dining Hall: Headwaitroid Carl Stach talking about his flight to 
Burlington, "It was so rough I nearly threw up. But I look at it as good preparation 
Oe TELS ODA 


"In Paradise, the Lord of the Universe tosses a gold ball which breaks into a green 
ball which breaks into a black ball, and on the Burma Road, a child carried on his mother's 
back quietly gives up the ghost (his mother will not discover this till morning), and Ben 
pitches a high fastball to Charley, who hits a line drive down center field and lopes to 
second. 

"The players have not said much to each other since they stepped into their old places, 
Tom at first and Henry at second, Sol on third and Louis at shortstop, Tony shading his 
eyes in right field, George chewing a licorice stick inleft field, and Stilts behind the 
plate, sweating in the awful armor of the catcher. 

"Charley takes center field, and Louis steps into the batter's box. He loses his 
sneaker halfway to first and flies out. What does it matter? They are not playing to 
win. Today they are playing to be healed, to let the eyes and mouths of the dead fall 
away from them, to step ;back into the eternal present of summer the way they lived as kids, 
playing till darkness came; to find the timeless space that turns ordinary men into heroes, 
where the only real world is the game itself, as old and reliable as the stars." 


--from Things Invisible to See 
by Nancy Willard 
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Things in Tutus Today 


:00 Lecture: William Matthews, "Comparisons and Trans- Little Theatre 
formations: or, Good Golly Miss Holly" 
:10 Lecture: Francine Prose, "Writing Like Chekov" Little Theatre 
220 Guest Speakers: Betsy Davidson and John Pickering Little Theatre 
:00 Panel: Magazine Editors Little Theatre 
:00 Reading: Bob Reiss Little Theatre 
Bob Houston 

0 Cocktail Party Library Porch 
215 Reading: Ron Powers Little Theatre 
230 Reading: Administrative Staff Classroom A 


Double Take 

This morning at 11:20 in the Little Theatre, John Pickering and Betsy Davidson of Picker- 
ing Associates Literary Agency will present a double-barrelled overview of literary 
agents and their place in the interface between capitalism and art. Pickering Associates 
represents new as well as more established writers, so their talk should be of interest 
to anyone thinking of a career in writing. 


Review Panelling Curtisy of Alice and Michael 


Come see a Panel Discussion of Magazine Editors, featuring Alice Turner, Fiction Editor 
of Playboy, and Michael Curtis, an Editor at the Atlantic Monthly Press. The discussion 
will begin at 2:00 im the Little Theatre, and who knows where it will take us? 


With Stares in their I's 

Tonight seven stars of the Bread Loaf stage will present their fictional personalities 

to your very stares. Administrative Staff members Blue Argo, John Canaday, Steve Kiernan, 
Ben Reynolds, Sue Ellen Thompson, Suzanne Wise-Thorn, and Marian Yee will read from their 
fiction and poetry at 9:30 in Classroom A. (You found it yesterday, around the West side 
of the Barn...) 


Your Last Chance to Glance Before the Dance 

This evening's Cocktail Party will be your last chance to check out all your fellow con- 
ferees strutting like cocks in one place in full daylight: the tail-shaking begins 
tomorrow night in the Barn. So don't forget to come to the Library Porch at 5:30 today. 








Peep in Here 

The Madrigals will peep, squawk, and sing in rehearsal today before lunch in the Barn. 
So if you are a part of Tim "Cocktayl" Taylor's whiners and dinn-ers, or would like to 
Dies eComen Ook Msinmraltamls2203 Oh 


Hey: Good Looking! 

With prizes like a ride in Don Axinn's plane and a drink with Tim O'Brien in his room 
already given away; who won't be looking for the:solution to today's clue? "Always be 
ready to speak your mind, and a base man will avoid youc” Questions and bookmarks should 
be presented to either of our two librarians, Betsy or Blue. And don't forget to watch 
for James' oversight flight today (weather permitting). 








yaar IMMORTAL HAND og BYE See Nick Overlooked 


Judging from a note left in the Crumb 


OUND FRAME Wary FEARFUL box, the Conference is going well for 
SYMMETRY 9 nE at least one conferee, named Nick, who 

' is said to have gloated over the ul- 
timate Bread Loaf- accomplishment: "Tim 
O'Brien remembered my name!" But even 
while being remembered, Nick is over- 
looked. 





Nick-nack Lost--Lopks Like... 

a burgundy cigarette case, says dis- 
traught former owner Nancy Frank in 
frank dismay. It contains her driver's 
license as well as her MasterCard in 
addition to her cigarettes, so she is 
unable to drive to the store to buy 

more or to charge them even if she could 
get there. Anyone finding this lost 
treasure-trove, please turn it in at the 
Front Desk. 














"For me, Hannibal had always reached its apotheosis in October, and the color of 


its apotheosis was orange. Orange flooded the field of my boyhood vision: the tinny, 
gummy transient orange of drugstore jackolanterns and Halloween crepe, the heavy 
preternatural orange of construction-paper harvest moons cut inMary Wiehe's art classes 
to be pasted on dark blue nightscapes and hung on doors, innocent as hexes; the waxy 
orange of candy corn, yellow-tipped like bad teeth, that grinned in its aggregate from 
clear glass dishes in the living rooms of aunts--and the larger, elemental orange that 
hung about the town itself, ushered down from the north perhaps on the river current, 
and investing the town's fallen leaves and the husks of its gardens and its cold twilit 
air with a temporary and interior light of the kind that lingered for a hopeful moment 
in the tubes of an old radio after the dial had been switched off." 


--from White Town Drowsing 
by Ron Powers 
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Swings To Do Today 


T 


Lecture: Philip Levine, "A Non-craft Lecture" Theatre 


Lecture: Dan Wakefield, "The Importance of Place to 

_ the Writer" Theatre 
Guest Speaker: David Godine Theatre 
Discussion Groups ted Lists 
Reading: Lynn Sharon Schwartz Theatre 
Reading: Robert Pack Theatre 
Dance: "Literary Lights We Have Known" 








David the Go-Go Dean 

David Godine of David R. Godine, Publisher, Inc., will speak today at 11:20 in the Little 
Theatre. Each summer, David's visit is an important part of the Writers' Conference as 
he brings us his insight and inside knowledge of the art of literary publishing. And 
don't miss the chance to buy some of the samples David invariably brings to sell at a 
cost-to-bookseller rate of forty percent off. 


Discoconcussion Groups 

The second meeting of Discussion Groups (offering first-aid tips for dance-related 
injuries) will begin at 2:00 this afternoon. Check the lists posted on the bulletin 
boerd meer the Office if you have forgotten your location. Remember: "Talk till you 
drop. 


The Lindy's Back In--Are You rEady? 

Bookstore Fast-change Artists Sue Ellen Thompson and Isabeall Logan hasten to announce 
the latest additions to their stock of hopping numbers: Linda Pastan's Five Stages of 
Grief, AM/PM, and A Fraction of Darkness; and Cornelius Eady's aptly named Victims of 


the Latest Dance Craze. Bop on by and buy! 








This Prom-is for You 

For all you hot-to-fox-trot types or longhands, here's a proffered dance you can't excuse: 
the annual Literary Lights We Have Known Party. Come dressed as your favorite character, 

author, or reader, or just come as yourself, but hop to it and come have a bell, from 9:30 
on, in the Barn. Potables and potatoe chips, supplied by our Social Choreographers, will 

fuel our foolishness as the rock and roll feeds our feet with frenzy. 


Twist Your Brains 

Congratulations to Shirley Stirneman, who dis-covered yesterday's Mystery Boogiemark in 
the Library Book Look Contest. Don't forget to order a prizewinning Shirley Swirly (or 
the alcoholic version, a Stirneman Stirrup) at the Snack Bar in time to see Shirley 
frappe herself into a fit on the dancefloor. Meanwhile, sip on this tip: In what story 
does someone sing, "OE'm Pop-OE the Sailor-r-r-r Ma-a-an!" 





"There is an essential and profound strangeness about being a mother thet is rarely 
spoken of, and yet religion does make much of loving others better than one's self, which 
suggests it does not come naturally. Maternity, though, is considered in the nature of 
things: that mothers gladly endure pain so that their children may thrive is a useful, 
sustaining myth. Also something of a cultural joke: the mother as sucker. And between 
saint and sucker, two sides of one thin coin, is little room to maneuver. 





"In childbirth we tunnel through a dark passage to the new and stran‘,e place, to find 
there that the myth about mothers is true and so is the joke, the corrosive humor. At 
one in the morning in a room barely lit, two nurses from Trinidad sat at either side of 
the bed where I sweated in panic my first time, and in between discussing young men they 
had known in Port of Spain--Desmond, a big spender, Hugo, a terrific dancer, and Patrice, 
out for what he could get--they peered up my legs. There was going to be a party on 
Saturday night. "And do you think William be there?" the plump one asked. The thinner 
one sounded irritated. "I don't know if William be there, but if he be there he better not 
be looking for nothing from me. ‘Or that brother of his either. No, mon, I finish with 
William and William whole family." The plumper one giggled. "Not if he treat you right 
I bet. Offer you with sugar coating." I groaned in pain, and she took another look. 
"Nothing doing yet, lady. You got a long time yet.'' Panic locked like a shackle. This 
was another country entirely; I had no preparation, no passport. "I wept and mourned when 
I discovered myself in this unfamiliar land," Gaby had read aloud in the dorm. She had 
a baby now, yet neither she nor any book had ever told me it meant this. I asked for the 
doctor. I only wanted a familiar voice and face. "Don't put me to sleep. I told you I 
want to be..." But he jabbed me, stopped the world. I went out with the luscious West 
Indian rhythms vibrating in my ears--their voices were lilting and trilling and hard, 
like a xylophone." 


--from Disturbances in the Field 
by Lynne Sharon Schwartz 





..-Along the stacked, dry boulder wall 

that frames the sweep of my whole lawn, borders 
my garden and asserts my place, 

I pile leftover green tomatoes, pumpkins, gourds, 


my galaxy of vegetables, 
as testimony that I live here, too, 
with all my fellow fossils-- 
protons, nuetrons, yes, and you, 


Professor Pagels, whom I picture with 
a huge thermometer, rectal, 
of course (just like the one my mother used), 
still measuring the spectral 


background radiation of the universe...1I know 
Professor Pagels, too much cold 
can uncreate created living form. 
Our season in the sun grows old, 


although there is enough 
warmth left at least to keep me awed 
at my awareness of myself as remnant, 
gourd or green tomato, flawed 


so lately into life--according to the clock 
of temperature decrease. As one 

good fossil to another, "Put your thermometer 
a moment; join me in the sun!" 


--from "Autumn Warmth" 
by Robert Pack 
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Flings "To Go" Today 


Writers' Cramp Fun Run > Inn Front 
Fiction Reading: Assorted Conferees Blue Parlor 
Bloody Mary Party South Méadow 
Reading: Rolly Kent Little Theatre 
Don Mitchell 
Margot Livesey 
Croquet Tamarack Meadow 
Reading: Philip Levine Little Theatre 
Reading: Lore Segal Little Theatre 


Jog Your Memory 


This is just to say: come participate in the 8th annual Bread Loaf Writers’ Cramp Fun Run 
at 10:00 this morning. If you made it up in time to read this, you're in good enough 
shape. Runners of every level are encouraged to give it a try. The course begins in 
front of the Inn and proceeds in search of Robert Frost. But since Frost is never far 
from Bread Loaf you will only have three miles or so to run. And you don't even have to 
come in first to win a prize. 


Writers Workout their Blues 

Come hear six Bread Loafers exorcise their blues: Blue Argot in the Blue Parlor with 
Mildred Rodgers Crary, Starkey Flythe, Ivan Frankel, Jeanne Varnell, and Pat Watson, 
this morning at 11:00. Each of these outstanding athletes will participate in this 
marathon reading of their fiction. An event which will go down as unparalleled in 
the annals of Bread Loaf sport. 


This is a Contact Sport: Get Bloody, Mary 

This noon at 12:15 our ship-shape Social Pep Team will serve up a volley of Bloody 
Marys in the South Meadow behind Bridgman Cottage (you knew that map had a use!). So 
come lay down a shot or two of your own: it's sure to be a hit. But be warned: our 
A-team makes a mean Mary, with a full 100 yard dash of tabasco. Garanteed to fire your 
sportive imaginations. 





Croguet K.O. 0.K.? 

Not to use too violent a metaphor, but this afternoon's Croquet Game in Tamarack Meadow 
is sure to be a knock-out. Post time is 3:00. Come dressed in your fancy whites and 
show off your racing form. Excuse the mixed metaphors, but after the bloocy mary party 
you will be ready to mix it up yourself. 





Exercise Your Brains 

Stretch your imaginations well: don't come in last in the Library's Literary Lights 
Look-out Contest. Take a running start on today's clue and find that Mystery Bookmark: 
What poet said of a Bread Loaf Librarian, "Blue, I am vanishing into blue"? 





FOR FRAN 


She packs the flower beds with leaves, 
Rags, dampened papers, ties with twine 
The lemon tree, but winter carves 
Its features on the uprooted stem. 





I see the true vein in her neck 

And where the smaller ones have broken 
Blueing the skin, and where the dark 
Cold lines of weariness have eaten 


Out through the winding of the bone. 
On the hard ground where Adam strayed, 
Where nothing but his wants remain, 
What do we do to those we need, 


To those whose need of us endures 
Even the knowledge of what we are? 
I turn to her whose future bears 
The promise of the appalling air, 


My living wife, Frances Levine, 
Mother of Theodore, John, and Mark, 
Out of whatever we have been 

We will make something for the dark. 


--from On the Edge 
by Philip Levine 


"Ilka too had trouble keeping her gaze from Ebony's astonishing breasts and hips 
and imporbably narrow waist skinned over with what looked like elasticized metal. Ebony 
glimmered and blazed with leaping silver lights that made her legs, arms, shoulders and 
small, handsome head look the sheerest black. 

"A family of decorous picnickers, who had turned their heads toward the newcomers, 
turned back to their picnic. 

"'Take a good look and get it over with,' said Ebony. 

"But their party was destined to rtain a high visibility. It was the size that makes 
decision difficult: one wanted shade, one wanted to tan, one wished to sit near the water, 
antoehr wanted privacy. None wanted to impose, or to relinquish, a preference, until 
Victor sat down where he stood, on the only bald patch of ground that hed no advantage 
of any kind. Annie wanted to go into the water and cried. 

"Ebony produced an outsize bottle of cany-pink shampoo out of a plastic shopping 
bag and took Annie's hand. A sunbather rolled onto his side and watched the voluptuous 
black-and-silver woman, sitting in the shallow edge of water, washing the hair of the 
skinny, sandy-haired child. Then the child washed the black woman's hair and the water 
bore the film of soap downstream. The next boy in line drew up his knees, embraced air, 
and a voice in Ilka's hair said, 'Jews not permitted here.’ She looked around. Victor's 
smiling moon face eclipsed the world." 


--rtrom Her First American 
by Lore Segal 
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Flings Which Boldly Go Today 


:00 Seminar on Children's Literature: Nancy Willard and Classroom A 
Lore Segal 
Discussion: Light Verse Blue Parlor 
10 Lecture: Tim O'Brien, "How to Tell a True War Story" Little Theatre 
220 Lecture: Lynne Sharon Schwartz, 'Rememberance of Little Theatre 
Tense Past" 
:00 Panel Discussion on Research Methods: Staff Little Theatre 
:00 Reading: David Bain Little Theatre 
David Huddle 
:30 ‘Discussion: Fantasy and Science Fiction Blue Parlor 
:15 > Reading: Dan Wakefield Little Theatre 
giS Reading: Waiting Scholars Classroom A 


All Our Yesterdays 


We're not kidding: childrens' literature is undergoing a renaissance at Bread Loaf. See 
for yourself at a seminar this morning at 9:00 in Classroom A of Barn West. Nancy Willard 
and Lore Segal will be on hand to lead a discussion on the intricacies and expectations 
involved in writing childrens' lit. The surest way to have your life lit up. 


The Trouble With Ribald 

is that no one takes it seriously. But we mean it when we announce a meeting for every- 
one interested in writing light verse (or light lit as we like to say). So trek on 

over to the Blue Parlor after breakfast, at 9:00, with your completion of the limerick 
beginning: "There was a dumbwaiter named Carl..." 


Amuck Tim 

It's time for another rehearsal of the Bread Loaf Madrigals, today at 12:30 in the Barn. 
Come pacify your leader Tim "How Many Tims Do I Have to Tayl You?" Taylor before he runs 
amuck. 


Digging Up the Bare Bones 

There will be a Panel Discussion on Research techniques, featuring members of Bread 
Loaiis Welting Start, at 2300 im the Liccle Theatre, ii you've ever wondered about 
behind the scenes work and how the stars do it, don't miss this meeting. 





You Know Uhur-U Are 

Fantasy and/or Science Fiction writers: come to an informal meeting tonight at 5:30 
in the Blue Parlor. The time has arrived to acknowledge your Federation and dispel 
the mistaken connotations which kling-on the profession. Stand up for your content 
and your craft will warp itself to your needs. 


"Jim, Beaming You Up" 


If you've ever pondered the high spirits of your waiters, or considered what it is they 
do to make your meals palatable, come find out at the first of two Waitroid Readings 
tonight at 9:15 in Classroom A. Your waiter is a:medium for more than food and drink 
alone--s/he serves up heaping helpings of language as well, and it is this skill in 
transporting such potent potage that has earned each one a working scholarship. Don't 
miss tonight's readers (last names first and only): Smithwick, Aslin, Graver, Chess, 
Wood, Geer, Hemp, Hicks, Lasher, Talcott, Steffens, and Link. Come see the show: let 
them whiskey you away where no man has gone before. 





Enterprising Agent 


Tim "Taylented" Taylor announces that now is your last opportunity to obtain the perfect 
Bread Loaf mementos: archival quality photographs of your favorite Bread Loaf scenes. 
Tim will accept orders at the Front Desk through tomorrow lunch-time only. Ask to see 

a full range of sample photos and for information on prices, etc. HURRY UP PLEASE, IT'S 
ene 


The Real McCoy 


Imagine a moonlit glide across Johnson Pond, accompanied by the romantic strains of a 
mosquito's whine; your gondoleer, Stanley Bates, serenading you in the dulcet tones of 
some romantic language; Bill Matthews relieving himself off the back of the raft and 
composing a poem simultaneously. Sound unbeleivable? Just ask Chris Merrill, the latest 
winner of the Library's Literary Lions Lucky Looking Contest. Guess the real McCoy and 
WIN BIG! Simply scan today's clue, Doctor ("We're writers not doctors, dammit!"), and 
find the hidden bookmark: What character uses a dumbwaiter (not Carl) to spy on Mrs. 
Plumber? 


Who Mourns for a Donut? 
If you do, and are driving to New York next Sunday, you're in luck. Lore Segal needs 
a ride and will happily buy you a donut at the Snack Bar in exchange. 


"Perry was on a roll. 

" When the final compilation of national Nielsen ratings came in, "The First Year's 
the Hardest" not only won the night is was aired, it was number one for the whole week, 
barely--but still, amazingly--beating out the highly touted "Frills," a lascivious four- 
part miniseries about an orphaned transvestite who overcomes a crippling bone disease and 
ruthlessly rises to the top of a worldwide lingerie empire. Analysis showed that "Frills" 


was up against stiff competition, going head-to-head against "Dallas" one night and "Love 


Boat" the next, while "First Year" had only the hapless magic show special and the bottom 


drawer baseball game to contend against, but still, number one was number one, no matter 
how you sliced it, and the creators of the new hit were enjoying their growing prestige 
and power in the Industry. 

"'we're number one for the whole damn week,' Perry intoned with slow emphasis when he 
called Jane the morning of the latest momentous news. 

"'Perry? Is that you?" his wife asked. 

"'Who else, love? Is Archer himself calling to tell you the ratings news?'" 

"'No. It was just--you sounded kind of like Orson Welles.'’" 

"Perry roared. Like a lion. 

"Evidently his voice was getting deeper. If his success continued at this accelerated 
pace, he would soon sound like James Earl Jones doing Darth Vader." 


safron welling kout 
by Dan Wakefield 
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Singing in Togas Today 


Workshops: Philip Levine Classroom 
Tim O'Brien Classroom 
Linda Pastan Classroom 
Dan Wakefield Classroom 
Nancy Willard Classroom 
240 Lecture: Paul Mariani, "John Berryman: In the Summer Little Theatre 
of '62, Atop the Sacred Mountain" 
230 Booze Run ; Blue Parlor 
200 Panel Discussion: Editors Little Theatre 
:00 Reading: Ken Smith Little Theatre 
a Julia Alvarez 
Alan Weisman 
230 B.Y.0.B. Cocktail Party Larch Well 
gS Reading: Donald Justice Little Theatre 
g ILS Reading: Waiting Scholars Classroom A 


If You've Never Been So-lo, We'll Get Your Back U 

The mosquitoes are so bad this summer that one (or more) Bread Loafers were inspired to 
drop these Ogden Nashvillain lines in the Crumb box: "Bread Loaf Mosquitoes: They scoff/ 

At Off." No one has confessed to the crime. But our beneficent Director has decided that 
in the interests of the general welfare, it is time for the buggers to face the music. 
Consequently, spray that will bug the bugs will be dispersed from an airplane this morning. 
Nurse Jane Lorentzen STRONGLY suggests that all conferees who might have any sort of an 
allergic reaction to such spray stay indoors. Jane also reports that rumors of encephalitis 
are unfounded--probably spread by some unscrupulous Crumb editors. Although one Bread 
Loafer has been diagnosed as having encephalitis, the Conference's consulting physician 
reports that the individual had been travelling overseas this spring, which coincides with 
the usual incubation period. Our physician stresses there is no need for concern among 

the rest of us on the mountain. 


Lick It Into Shape 

Workshop sessions begin this morning. Come prepared to give and receive hot licks in 
shopping for ideas with which to improve your work. Each workshop group will meet twice, 
for an hour and a half each time, during the course of this week. 





Riff Raff Reading 


They've learned their riffs the hard way, waiting for an opportunity to display their 
talents. Remember what Saul Bellow said--"Writers shouldn't stab Waiters"--and come to 
the second waitroid reading tonight at 9:15 in Classroom A of Barn West. Featured will be 
such dishes as: Klavens, Liotta, Lisicky, Murphy, Martin, Roberts, Miller, Bush, Tang, 
Stoddard, Webb, Williford, and Elish. 


Finger-Pick-Off 

Please fill out the special Crumb Pick-Off form below, and turn it in to the Front Desk . 
as soon as possible. This is very important for our Front Desk Managers in’ coordinating; 
everyone's departure. In fact, let's make it a contest to see which dormitory can register 
all departures first. Thanks for your cooperation. 


Departure Form 


Dorm and Room # 
Bus Q or Airline and Flight # Departure Time 





Blooze Run f 

If you're feeling blue, join us in the Blue Parlor after lunch--from 1:30 to 2:00 only-- 
where our Serendipitous Socialites will orchestrate your cure. They know their blooze 

and for the second time will take pre-played orders for wine, beer, and other distillations 
of better spirits to lift you from funk to feelin’ fine. Don't miss this last chance to 
call for mournful melodies, which may be picked up at the Larch Well Cocktail Party. 


Jam Session 

Speaking of blooze, don't forget to bring your own instruments of inebriation to a jam 
session this afternoon at 5:30 by the site of the former Larch Well. Miss Well was once 
located on the south side of Larch building, and though she is no longer with us (having 
been replaced as a source of liquid refreshment by the B.Y.0O.B. Cocktail Party which 
bears her name) we will be beside ourselves (pace Pamela Hadas) with merry-making. Come 
join the crowd and play along. "A splendid time is guaranteed for all." 


Large Scale Rehearsal 


Scales are impertant, as all musicians know, so our Mad-regal leader Tim 'Tall-errant" 
Taylor announces a special large-scale, hour-long re-hearsal of the Madrigals this evening 
at 5:30. Don't miss the beat on this one. Sail on, scaler. 


Improve-ization, or Changing the Two-ne 


The Office which engineers this whole show announces from the mixing booth that there has 
been a mixup: they are changing their tune and the time of two events. Donald Justice's 
lecture tomorrow will change places with the Panel on Little Magazines, so that our DJ will 
be on the air at 2:00 and the panel at 10:40. Please note this improvized improvement of 
our schedule as a sign of the constant diiigence of our Office Staff. 


Chords and Weigh 


Our Post Office Managers Bob and Joan remind us that all UPS parcels must be tied up and 
weighed in at the Front Desk by noon on Thursday in order for an order to be placed in time 
for a Friday pickup. All shipments must be payed in advance. 


Blue's Progression in the Sachs 
Not only Bob Pack, but everyone is getting into Blue Argo's and Betsy Sachs! Library Liter- 


ary Lights-Out Fun Hunt. Blue reports that its even possible to play it in bed, though to 
our knowledge no one has confirmed this by winning with such posture. Take it as a 
challenge. The clue to today's booking, in recognition of the current mosquito infestation, 
is: What poem contains the following lines, "Cruel and sudden, hast thou since/Purpled thy 
nail, in blood of innocence?" and "It sucked me first and now sucks thee"? 


A Capella 


Overheard, without instrumental accompariment, was this music to our ears... In the Inn: 
"At Bread Loaf, even little things become big." And in the Barn: "I knew she was a poet 
as soon as I walked into her house and neard the patter of little feet." 


The walls sourrounding them they never saw; 

The angels, often. Angels were as common 

As birds or butterflies, but looked more human. 

As long as the wings were furled, they felt no awe. 

Beasts, too, were friendly. They could find no flaw 

In all of Eden: this was the first omen. "Sonnet: The Wall" 
The second was the dream which woke the woman. 
She dreamed she saw the, lion sharpen his claw. 
INSU EHO a the fruit el ts shadnon tasterat aiik (for John Berryman) 
They had been warned of what was bound to happen. 

They had been told of something called the world. 

They had been told and told about the wall. 

They saw it now; the gate was standing open. 

As they advanced, the giant wings unfurled. 


by Donald Justice 
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Sing This Tunenight 


Workshops: Delbanco Classroom 
Mariani Classroom 
Powers Classroom 
Segal Classroom 
Panel Discussion: Little Magazines Little Theatre 
Lecture: Donald Justice Little Theatre 
Reading: Tom Gavin Little Theatre 
Carole Oles 
Reading: Tim O'Brien Little Theatre 
Reading: Scholars Classroom A 
Movie: Adam's Rib Barn 
Discusiion/Reading: Light Verse Blue Parlor 


Re-versed 

Note this change on your green Schedule of Events: the Justice Lecture and the Little 
Magazines Panel have been reversed, as indicated above. Donald Justice will now lecture 
at 2:00; the panel will meet at 10:40. At this latter (though now earlier) event, four 
well-versed editors--Richard Jackson of Poetry Miscellany, Sydney Lea of New England 
Review and Bread Loaf Quarterly, Stanley Lindberg of The Georgia Review, and Chris Merrill 
of Quarterly West--will talk about the market and their mags. Don't miss this chance to 
find out where literature really lives in these ad-verse times. 


You'll See Leers, Liars, Lyres, and Lears, But Won't Say "Ick!" 

Tonight the lyric lines of the Scholars live. Come to the first of two readings which 
will make you forget your choler and hollar, "What beautiful Ars!" Tonight's Scholars 
will include: Robin Behn, Daniel O'Brien, Brian Cochran, Judith Slater, Elaine Mott, 
Lynn Arditi, and Judson Mitcham. At 9:15 in Classroom A. 


Don't Banquit on It Without Rhyme or Reason 


If you plan to miss the Farewell Banquet this Saturday, please sign out at the Front 
Desk in advance. An accurate count of potential guests is essential in organizing a 
successful feast. 


Happy Feet 


The irrepressible, light-headed verse lovers among us have organized a second meeting at 
which Nothing But Light verse (catch the reference?) will be read and discussed. Come 
armed with levity and be ready to read or be read to, at 9:30 in the Blue Parlor. 


Pros-o'-dyParture 


After four years as Inn Managers, Bob and Joan "On" Handy are pros at saying goodbye. 
But if you want the benefit of their expertise in arranging your departure from this 
magic mountain, you must let them know when you plan to leave. Simply fill out the form 
which you found in your mailbox or the one below and turn it in at the Front Desk. The 
Handy's must have this information BY THURSDAY AFTERNOON if you need a ride, etc. 


Departure Form 
Dorm & Room # 


Bus or Airline & Flight # 
Bus or Flight Departure Time Excuse for Departing 
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be shown tonight at 9:30 in the AVTHOR -MUSE RELATIONSHIP. 


Barn. For all you fans of 
Spencerian stands a wonderful 
treat is in store. This time 
dete for reel, 


Poetry in Motion Pictures 
ES ee OE CES) 


Meet 'er Between the Sach and 

the Stachs 

Somewhere in there you will find 
Betsy Sachs waiting to receive 
the Magic Bookmark which signi- 
fies the newest winner of the 
Library's Luminous Literary Line 
Lovers Look-AllsYou-Like Contest. 
Lisa Merrill was so pleased at 
her husband's recent win that she 
was overheard in Treman suggest- 
ing to Chris, "Let's go back to 
ped''--the apparent site of their 
previous insight. "It has 
illuminemated our relationship," 
beamed Lisa in an interview 
during one of her infrequent 
appearances abroad. Lisa's in- 
stincts look good, for today's 
clue is: What meter-mating argu- 
ment invokes "her horny feet"? 
Blue is sure everyone will admit 
that this strophe's choice. 

Good guessing. 

NS @eI S Bo oo” 

What have you overheard lately? One late-riser among us overheard this exchange in the 
Barn: "Breakfast is so bourgeois." "Oh, god. Stay away from her. You'll get a disease 
or something." 


"The principal characters and incidents in this book are wholly 
imagined. By and large, the author has tried to remain faithful to 
the flow of public events between the years 1945 and 1995, but on 
occasion it has seemed appropriate to amend history, most conspicuously 
by exaggeration. What is important, the author believes, is not what 
happened, but what could have happened, and, in some cases, what should 
have happened." 


--from The Nuclear Age 
by Tim O'Brien 
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Things Filled Tonight 


Workshops: Donald Justice Classroon 1 
Bill Matthews Classroom 3 
Francine Prose Classroom 2 
Lynne Sharon Schwartz Classroom A 
Lecture: Nicholas Delbanco, "'Telephone': or, Little Theatre 
the Sense of the Present Past" 
Reading: Kathleen Lawrence Little Theatre 
Michael Collier 
Michael Cunningham 
Guest Speakers: Goodman Associates, Literary Agents Little Theatre 
Reading: Edward Hirsch Little Theatre 
Ellen Pall 
Alice Fulton 
750 Discussion: Science and Literature Blue Parlor 
c15 Reading: Paul Mariani Little Theatre 
s15 Reading: Scholars Classroom A 


Effulgent Agents 


This afternoon at 3:00 in the Little Theatre, Elise and Arnold Goodman of Goodman Asso- 
ciates will speak on the role of literary agents in this agentrified age. Goodman 
Associates was established in 1976 "to represent writers of adult book-length fiction 
and non-fiction," and since that time has gained an outstanding reputation in the field. 
We are pleased to welcome the Goodpeople to Bread Loaf. 


Full House 

Remember to go straight to Classroom A at 9:15 to hear the second half of the Scholars 
Reading tonight. It's sure to be a stacked deck, so don't miss a trick or you'll flush 
at having to deal with standing out in the cold. 


Fulminations 
Don't let Tim "Tall" Taler intimidate you: fill the air to bursting with fulminatory 
song yourselves at today's Madrigal rehearsal. 10:30 in the Barn. 


Natural Philosophy 


Remember when science and art held hands and sent out a single sigh-hence? If you believe 
those days are not past, come to a discusiion of the relationship between the two in 
today's culture and your own work, at 5:30 in the Blue Parlor. It's the only natural 
philosophy. 


Only You Can Make a Fulcrumb 


by filling out the form below and balancing expectations of departure with a full savoring 
of these last few days. But to make your departure as painless as possible, the Front 
Desk Handypeople (or "Handys," as we call them) need the following information by this 
afternoon. This is your last chance. 


Reform For, 


All Other Information of Possible Consequence 








Fill Out Your Form 

Think, when we speak of forms, of your own filling out at Saturday's Farewell Banquet. 

Or if, like Banquo, you plan to pass up this repast, think formerly (not latterly) of 
fulfilling out the Front Desk's request to inform them formally of your present absence-- 
bekone mrt si toomlater 


Filler UPS 

One last Front Desk memorandum to fill out this issue of the Crumb: all parcels to be 
sent. via UPS from Bread Loaf must be weighed in at the Front Desk by noon today. Don't 
be late, or you won't UPS antiques without a battle. 


You Can Fulsome People All the Time... 
But not a writer, right? But speaking of all the funny bedtime stories being played out 


this week, who can figure the latest of the Library's In-the-bag (or sack) by Lunch 
Literary Great Lates Contest clues: Whose mother is a fish? 


Phil in the Blank 

Come fill in the blank spaces with smiling faces and song along with Phil, on the Porch 
of the Inn before dinner. "I've sold some songs to TV, some to radio, and some I can't 
even give away." Featured artists will include: Paul Simon, Jim Croce, and Nancy Willard. 


"Because they had to cut deep "till he's halfway through 
to get the cancer in his throat, the roast beef before she tells him 
my father-in-law was wheezing out dat's good dankyou now she'll take 


"this joke in his old stage manner, "the next two pieces. I took him 
the one about the woman who tells by the arm...thinking 
the butcher to keep on slicing 
"all the while of my fifteen-year-old 
son, whose voice is boom-bellowing 


T THINK THE PROBLEM i HAVE WITH > into manhood now and who just last week 


THIS WEM IS THAT IT TELLS ME Moke "was joking at the kitchen table 
A Bout ARRDVA EKS THAN IL REALLY when all at once I could see 
NTED To KNOW his lanky frame start shaking 
(N t ; 
A "as the thing crawled crab-like 


over him again: his fear of turning 
into elements the way the brilliant 


"lemur-snouted kid in Chem class 
told him happens when you die, 
so that I had to grab him 


"by the elbow as he pushed past 
my chair to hold him, his rib-cage 
heaving as I told him not to worry 


"while he had his old man there 
to help him, for which white lie, 
or worse, bad joke, I beg him 


"some day to forgive me." 


--from "A Bad Joke" 
by Paul Mariani 
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Kings of Francy Prose Today 


Workshops: Mariani Classroom 

Pastan ` Classroom 
Powers/Bain ; Classroom 
Wakefield Classroom 
Willard Classroom A 

:40 Lecture: Lore Segal, "Unraveling the First Chapter Little Theatre 

:00 Reading: Jamie Callan Little Theatre 

Janice Lee Smith 
:00 Reading: Southern Comfort Classroom 1 
:00 ‘Reading: Mark Jarman Little Theatre 
oe Mary Morris | 

200 Gala Cocktail Party South Meadow 

J5 Reading: Francine Prose Little Theatre 

:30 Reading: Fantasies and Science Fictions Classroom A 


Prose-or-pina Colada 


It's almost time to return to the underworld, but before we go let's have one last bash 
here on Mount P: this evening's Gala Cocktail Party. Wear your tie and tails, your finest 
frippery, your most fearless foppery, at 5:00 in the South Meadow, behind Bridgman Cottage 
(look for the bloody mary stains from last Sunday). Don't be pedestrian: fly high on the 
wings of poesy and gather the flowers let fall from Dis' wagon. 


Proselytes 


If you're not a Bread Loaf convert yet, you may never be. Yet our indefatigable Admini- 
Strative Staff has arranged at least one more surprise, along with this message: "Bread 
Loaf has been referred to as a beacon for writers. A nice analogy, and we hope that your 
time here will prove to have been illuminating. With that in mind, and to underscore it, 
we invite you to wander to the Barn after the reading tonight and, as you go, to look 
eastward across the meadow. Then meander to the front of the Inn and pause for a few 
enlightened moments there." 


Musical Prosecution 

Madrigal Director Tim "This is the Tayl-end" Taylor is not one to leave a job partially 
undone. He prosecutes a task to its ripe conclusion. In this case, that fruitful end 
will be the Madrigals' performance prior to the final reading tomorrow night. But to 
make cute-prose requires much practice, so Tim has called a double rehearsal today: at 
12:30 and at 7:30, in the Barn both times. 


A Proprosal You Can't Refuse 
We've all heard about that anything-but-prosaic Southern Hospitality. Well, Bread Loaf's 


southerners have brought it north with them and will offer it up to all of us this after- 
noon at 3:00 in Classroom 1 of the Barn. Don't miss this proseworthy reading by Flythe, 
Roberts, Bond, Mitcham, Scalf, Smith, Crary, James, and a Mystery Guest. The very thought 
comforts a homesick soul. 


Won't Prosepome It 


Please sign out on the standard form at the Front Desk if you will miss the Farewell 
Banquet tomorrow evening. Don't try any fancy mixed-genre "maybe-yes, maybe-no" ambiguity 
stuff. Just straight English prose of the 200 proof variety: kick-in-the-pants, no 
questions asked, direct communication. Got it? 





Serious Writers Prosing as Ale-ians 


If you think all we do here at Bread Loaf is wait for the next Booze Run, come to a 
reading by writers of Science Fiction and Fantasy this evening at 9:30 in Classroom A, 
Barn West. If you have a work of the appropriate genre and want to read, contact Fred 
Kraenzel. Or if you simply want to hear what Bread Loafers are writing in the venerable 
tradition of Ray Breadbury or H.P. Loafcraft, don't miss it! 


In An Awkward Prosition 

If you thought Blue's position a few days ago was imbedded with awkward connotations, 
just think how you'll feel if you don't guess today's Literary Lunacy Light-Out for the 
Library Quote Contest Clue: Who said, "Holy Cow!! I can fly!!"? Come on!! It's kid's 
stuff. 


Improsible Supperstition 


Though the exchange from which it comes can't be rendered satisfactorily in prose, and . 
though it reveals an in-supper-table superstition, the following comment was overheard 

one evening ia the Dining Hall: "What does anyone who wears his sweater over his shoulders 
like that know about naming characters?" 


"On the subway going to work, Vera decides to write about Bigfoot. Her 
story will be datelined from some backwater southern town that has been growing 
an acre of tobacco as a kind of vegetable sacrifice ever since Bigfoot loped 
into town one night and smashed up a Texaco station and made off with fifty 
cartons of cigarettes. Eyewitnesses describe a hairy creature, fifteen feet 
tall and stinking like a giant ashtray. Every fall, bathtub-size footprints 
can be ‘tracked from the woods through the clay fields to the tobacco patch 
where Bigfoot comes to claim his crop." 


--from Bigfoot Dreams 


by Francine Prose 
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"Of making many books there is no end, and much 
study is a weariness of the flesh." 


--Jeremiah 


There was a dumbwaiter named Carl Jane Eyre for Children 
Whose hormones were quite in a snarl 
He wept and he pleaded, This is Jane. Hello Jane. 
He needed and kneaded, Jane is poor. 
And was felt to be truly immoral. Jane's dress is poor. 
Jane's coat is poor. 
Poor Jane. 
There once was a book-writing feller 
Whose techniques were far less than stellar; This is Mr. Rochester. 

Then this ambitious oaf Mr. Rochester has a big horse. 
Came here to Bread Loaf-- Mr. Rochester has a big house. 
Behold: he is now a best seller, Mr. Rochester has a big secret. 

(B. O'Keefe) Can you guess Mr. Rochester's secret? 


An unlucky author from Quito This is Mrs. Rochester. 
Came here in a guise incognito Hello, Mrs. Rochester. 
But he didn't survive Mrs. Rochester is crazy. 
He was eaten alive Mrs. Rochester has a lighted candle. 
By a ravenous Bread Loaf Mosquito. Run, Jane, run. 
(B. O'Keefe) 
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SSIS ARTES RETIRE 


By JOHN GF IMES 

me N the casual hi tory of this coun- 
try, the years 1945 to 1849 have 
been given understandably 
scant attention. The mation was 
taking a vacation from the economic 
and military trauma of the previous 
15 years and basked in the role of vic- 
for, flexing its economic.muscles still 
further as if to show the world that the 
3's were a fluke. Sandwiched be. 
tween two wars, it was a time of 
Levittowns, ball point pens and fluid 
drive. The servicemen were home 
end they, and the ecomomy, would 

wait for no man in Dusting loose. 
For me, 1645 was the ead of gram- 
mar schoo! and the beginning of high 
school. We lived acroas the street 
from the Fieldston m, and I 
guess I spent more late afternoon 
hours there than on my ows learning 
grounds. It was & handsame campus 
in the northern part of the Bronx run 
by an administration thet took a 
kindly attitude toward outsiders who 
tromped its hallowed gramds for 
their own after-schoo! plessure. 
Surely I used their football field, 
baseball diamond and omdoor bas- 
ketball court more than their students 
did. And I probably remember the 


John Grimes, publisher of the Irish 
Echo newspaper, dives in Pound 
Ridge. 


Thug Manifesto 


NEW YORK TIMES DECEMBER Q IJP SPEARINGPCRSONALLY 


-No. 26 Carries the Ball for Robert Frost 


football team of those days better 
than those seme students. 
Football around °47, 48 was just 


sayhat you miht expect, or remem- 


ber: above-the-ankle cleats, no face- 
guards and full-house backfields. One 
of the biggest differences was that the 
achoo] games were played on Friday 
afternoons, & setting that gives a cer- 
tain aura to my memories of those 
Gays: long shadows and gloaming 


colors that matched the orange and 


Diack of the Fieldston uniforms. 


There were right halfbacks in those 


days and Fieiáston had a good one in 
Woody Klein. Steve Brickner played a 
tough fullback. But the gem of them 
ell was their beft halfback, Bobby 
Pack. He was a pleasure to watch, 
smooth and fast and — to use a 1940's 


_ expression — nifty. Boyish and mod- 


est — the touchdown made, he would 
hand the bal! to the referee and trot 
back, head down, to the bench — No. 
26 was truly the reigning hero to the 
neighborhood kids and his fellow stu- 
dents. (When Fieldston fell behind: 

“Don't worry, Bobby’ll bring us 
back.”) Fieldston led the league in 
football those two or three years, 
‘@ouch of their success attributable to 
their backfield and particularly to 
Bobby Pack. 


Whose food this is, we think we know, 
We doubt that we could eat it, though; 
You will not see us sitting here 
Eating grilled cheese or Sloppy Joe. 


Our writer friends all think it queer 
To settle for the cuisine here. 

It's neither clambake nor fish-fry; 
We wish some real food would appear. 


The Snack Bar's good, but it's not cheap 
To pay for it we're digging deep. 
But scribes have debts that we must keep 
And pages to write before we reap. 


“for a pint of ice cream, 


‘Doc Boxer owned a drug store that 


was Rockwellian not only in its! 


proprietorship but in the customers 


-be served. As a jocal teen-ager I duti- | 
fully put in my two years behind the ` 


fountain where I acquired my never- 
lost taste for Louis Sherry ice cream. 
‘The Coca-Cola giris decorated the 
mirror behind the fountain — those 


‘freshly scrubbed glistening-toothed ` 


young ladies whose salubrious good 


dooks dispelled even the hint that 


there was a need for the tubed salves 
ami balm that surrounded them. 
The soda fountain was the rallying 


“point for much of the peighborhood: 
young mothers arrived at around 3 o'- ` 


clock with their broods, the veterans 
(this was a couple of years after 


World War Il) convened shortly after `^ 
‘dinner ; if they were single they didn’t. 


stay Jong, what with other fish to fry. 
The married vets dutifully came in 
passed the 
time of day with the Doc and headed 
for home. 

By the mid-50’s I had moved from 
the neighborhood, finished college 
and was servine my country nauti- 
cally wher, home on leave one Christ- 
mas, I visited the old neighborhood. 
Boxer’s Pharmacy hadn't changed 
much — nor had the good doctor — 


Walking in Rober 


"Two roads diverged in a wood, 


other than the removal of the 
“Proudly Serving Our Country” 
World War II neighborhood ‘roster 
that had been a mainstay behind the 
founfain for years after ‘the fighting 
had stopped. I was commenting on 
his when Woody Klein walked in. 
£ven though he had lived in an apart- 
ment house next door to me, Woody 
-and I had never been even nodding 
acquaintances, he being four years 
older, a then-Insurmountable social 
gap. But I knew he had gone on to 


. Dartmouth with Bobby Pack before 


-transferring to Cotumbia. To my sur- 
Gee Oe ae 
d 


e We made the usual smal! talk. He 
had worked as a reporter on The 
Times Herald in Washington but was 
ooking for a job in New York. ‘Tough 
going,” he said. 
"Did you ever play football at Dart- 
mouth?” I ventured. 
*"No, never had the time.” 
“Did Bobby Pack?” 
™No. Li} 
“What's he doing now?” 
"**You know, I have no idea. I have- 
vn't heard from him or about him since 
I left Hanover. I'll have to give him a 
call.” 
He left a few minutes later and I re- 


t Frost's Woods 


and I--" 


was bitten by a large black fly. 
"Love has earth to which she clings." 
I scratch my ey witn tender sigh. 


"The woods are lovely, dark and deep," 
And near the pond the larvae sleep. 
"In leaves no step has trodden black," 


The hungry, bloody 


Tell. me where 


you Saw 


insects creep. 


the sight 


That spoke of beauty, life and light. 


"Art is not in where 
What you see is what 


you look. 
you write." 


(Sharon Huntington) 


sumed my talk with the Doc. 

A few years later Kjein won several 
faurels for his work with The New 
York World Telegram Sun including 
‘the Page One Award and the Newspa- 


. per Reporters Association Award for 


a series he did on Puerto Rican immi- 
‘grants. A few years after that I saw 
his name almost daily when he served 


@s Mayor Jobn V. sLindsay’s press 


secretary. 

But the image of Bobby Pack re- 
mained with me, and I'd find myself 
occasionally wondering what had be- 
come of him, usually when I’d pass 
the Pleasantville High Schoo! football 
Practice of a late October afternoon 
on my way home from work. 

A few months ago I was sitting at 
the table by myself having an extra 
cup of coffee after dinner; the troops 
had dispersed. I was leisurely check- 
jng out The New York Times Book 
Review and came to a page with a 
couple of pictures on it. The nameline 
of one of them was ‘‘Robert Pack.” I 
fooked at the picture carefully: it was 
the left balfback. The boyishness had 
gone, of course; the gray hair and 
slightly heavy face testified to the 37 
years that had passed. The headline 
read, ‘Witness to Frost and Father- 
bood.” Excitedly, I skimmed quickly 


‘~gtem the flood of memories: 
` @usks and racing figures and a Grey- 


through the article until I reached th 
part I wanted: “Mr. Pack, the dite. 
tor of the Bread Loaf Writers’ Confe:. 
ence, hes taught English et a Ve. 


„mont college for 20 years and live: 


among ‘apple trees in a valley by: 
Green Mountains.’ Would anyone t= 
Surprised to learn that the poet Do 
ald Justice thinks that ‘with this bm 
book of Robert Pack become: 


“the true heir of his fellow New Ens. 


lander Robert Frost’?’’ 

Bobby Pack a poet. Anda good one. 
Poet Pack. 
_ I put down the paper end drains 
my coffee cup. It was impossible t- 
coppe: 


stone Avenue that was home... ve. 
rans, from mechanics to CBS jumic: 
‘executives, Congregating at a dms 
Store after dinner before beading oxi 
‘to who-knows-where, always watt)” 
ing their language when swappic’ 
stories lest the Doc utter one of k= 
“Now-now-now’s.”’ 

Fieldston is still there, of cours. 
-but my house was torn down decade: 
ago to make room for e@ bank « 
‘etores. The veterans of that dister: 
‘war — those still living — disper" 
-Jong ago to Long Island end Wes:- 


‘And No. 26 is up there with Rober: | 
Frost. 

- Here’s to you, Bobby. You alwsze: 
did bring us back. & 


Announcing the opening of the 


DRESS WRITE BOUTIQUE 


A full-service apparel and 
equipment store for writers. 


Sel keesihanatse 
Borselinos, 


ascots, 


tweed jackets, 
leather sandals, 


fountain 


pens, hand made paper, and bug juice. 


Also, a full line of used clothing 
belonging to famous writers. 


As you write, remember: she gave you 
the shirt off her back, you walk in his shoes. 
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The Ring of Closure Today 


Workshops: Delbanco Classroom 
Levine Classroom 
Matthews Classroom 
Schwartz Classroom 
Workshops: Justice Classroom 
O'Brien Classroom 
Prose Classroom 
Segal Classroom 
2:00 Panel on Literary Closure Little Theatre 
4:60 Reading: Cornelius Eady Little Theatre 
aS David Shields 
Sandra Alcosser 
6:30 Farewell Banquet Dining Hall 
8:15 Reading: Bill Matthews Little Theatre 
9:30 Dance Barn 


Closing Remarks 
Kiss the question of closure goodbye! Come to the Little Theatre at 2:00 to hear all. 


Tim O'Brien, Bob Pack, Linda Pastan, Dan Wakefield, and Nancy Willard will talk about 
particular examples of closure in their own work. Then the panel will entertain us and 
our questions to cap off the session. Don't miss this opportunity to find out how it 
ends. 


Last .Chants 

Madrigals: your last chance to rehearse before tonight's performance will be this after- 
noon at 3:00 in the Barn. Tim "Taylismanic'" Taylor foredooms you: "Don't tayl me you 
didn't know." 


Returns: the Joy of Sachs 

Help make librarian Betsy Sachs' day by returning all library books by noon today. Other- 
wise there is little chance you will ever return to Bread Loaf, and Betsy will be obliged 
to offer you this comeback instead: "Never mind, darling. We'll have breakfast first. 

You won't mind being arrested after breakfast..." 





A Good Dancer Lets Her Eggs-sit on an Arm 


If you have dance in your pants at the thought of leaving Bread Loaf, relax: there's still 
one last waltz to go, in the Barn tonight at 9:30. Take it smoothly, in stride, and you 
will carry the day lightly all night. 


Departyours 


Please check the list of cab and van departures posted at the Front Desk for your name 
and time, if you signed up for this service. DO NOT make changes on this list: if you 
have questions, ask at the Front Desk. 


Buy-buy i ! i 

Margot Livesey's book, Learning By Heart, is sold-out at the Bookstore and won't be avail- 
able in the U.S. until next February. If you would like a copy, leave your name, address, 
and a "cheque" for $6.95 in Margot's mailbox and she will send you one "as soon as I get 


back to the world." Don't mar-going by missing her book. 





—> 
—f IT KNow THE Limit's SivTy AUAN S, 


PASES FOR FICTion, nee Meter i ee 
USI soer Gir joyed the Library Lovers Book-nooky 
Bae A es ae THE Look Likely and You'll Get It Contest. 


To send you many smiles on your way 


NOVEL ee IN YoU. WESURE back to the lowlands, they offer 
TIME; ÒF Co UKE? this last entry (or exit) in their 


infamous mental tourney: What char- 


OH, SURELY . De acter smiled and said, "You won't 
Want USED ISS ay spon things with another girl, or 


say the same things, will you?" 


GREAT I LIVE BEEN 
HAVING A REALLY ng Part-y Talk 
ROUGH LIME FW Bill Matthews will offer this summer's 
uP MY EVENINGS, final reading tonight at 8:15. But 
he had already begun handing out tips 
for departying Bread Loafers by 
yesterday's gala cocktailfest. A 
lively pair of ears might have over- 
heard him passing on this piece of 
wisdom: "The first thing my mother 
taught me was never to loose track 
of my drink." As all Bread Loafers 
already know, the easiest way to do 
this is to drink it. 


Speaking of Parting Tips... 
Don't forget to leave tips for waiters 


and maids at the Front Desk before you 
go. Without their work, the Confer- 
ence would not be so hard to leave. 


CHRAULT 


On the way to the rink one fog- and sleep-thick 
morning we got the word fuck spat at us, 


my sister fluffed for figure skating and I in pads 
for hockey. The slash of casual viclence in it 
befuddled me, and when I asked my parents 

I got a long, strained lecture on married love. 


Have I remembered this right? The past is lost 

to memory. Under the Zamboni's slathering tongue 

the ice is opaque and thick. Family life is easy. 

You just push off into heartbreak and go on your nerve. 


haat OmmuRee hit 
by Bill Matthews 
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Debuggsing Bunnies 
Let's sing their pwaises for debugging all our pwoblems wabbitly and smilingly: the Office 


and Fwont Desk Staffs. Give them a hearty, Handy wound of appwause. 


Carrots Me Back to Old Virginny 


A gut level murmur of appweciation for our Kitchen Staff and Waitwoids goes wound the 
table. Where else would we get the gas to make it all the way home after twelve such 
days? 


Fuddge Bar 

Though they are all witers in weal wife, at Bwead Woaf they have borne the bar well, 
diwecting our dwinking and dancing and doing all the thinking for us. Let's waise one 
wast gwass to our Social Staff. 


Books Bunnies 

Thanks to our Wibwawians and Bookstore Managers for their pagience with our inkompwehen- 
sible wequests and weckless weading. They have tended our secret garden of books with 
bunnyficent fwuitfulness. Our kindest words go with them. 


Still Animation 

After ten summers, Norton Giwault is still going stwong. With much gwatitude for his 
fwequent and unfailingly funny cartoons, best wishes to our "Unburnt-out' Norton's number 
eleven. 


Elmer Widing Shotgun 


Best wishes and cash donations for our special guest editor of today's issue of the Cwumb, 
Elmer Fudd, will be gwatefully accepted at the Fwont Desk fwom tomowwow on. 


ConfeWhees! 


And most of all, thanks to you, who make it all possible, even pwobable, and especially 
pwofitable. Until we meet again... 


Th-th-th-that's All Folks! 





